carload lots by means of the telephone, the ticker, the 111
telegraph. Imagine what it would be like to find two
business men and a stenographer on Easter Island! .Imag-
ine how a typewriter would sound in that Oceanic silence!
I fell back on the bed and into a deep, drugged sleep. No
tipping allowed—that was the last thought and a very
beautiful one to a weary traveller.
When I awoke it was dark. I opened the blinds and
looked down the forlorn main street which was now de-
serted. I heard a telegraph instrument clicking. I got into
my things and hurried to the restaurant near the fountain.
The waiter seemed to expect me and stood ready to trans-
late for me into that Iroquois English which the itinerant
Greek has acquired in the course of his wanderings, I
ordered some cold fish with the skin on it and a botde of
dark-red Cretan wine. While waiting to be served I
noticed a man peering through the large plate-glass win-
dow; he walked away and came back again in a few min-
utes. Finally he made up his mind to walk in. He walked
direcdy up to my table and addressed me—in English.
Was I not Mr. Miller who had arrived by plane a few
hours ago? I was. He begged leave to introduce himself.
He was Mr. So-and-So, the British Vice-Consul at Her-
akleion. He had noticed that I was an American, a writer.
He was always happy to make the acquaintance of an
American. He paused a moment, as if embarrassed, and
then went on to say that his sole motive for introducing
, himself was to let me know that as long as I remained in
Crete I was 'to consider his humble services entirely at
my disposal. He said that he was originally from: Smyrna
and that every Greek from Smyrna was eternally in-
debted to the American people. He said that there was
no favor too great for me to ask of him.
. The natural reply was to ask him to sit down and share
a meal with me, which I did. He explained that he would

